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Sick, sick, sick. 


Author's Notes: 
A series of three drabbles. 


Troy felt like he was staring into a mirror. He took the new keyboard player's hand and shook it warmly, 
grinning and welcoming despite the rock in his stomach. Josh had said his name was Dean, and that he'd fit in 


well to the Queens family. 
He hadn't warned them how much he looked like Troy. 


It made Troy sick to look at him. Josh had his hand pressed to the small of the boy's back as he led him 


around the studio. The smug look on his face roared of victory. 


Troy only hoped Joey didn't notice the similarity. 
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Joey frowned at the new kid. There was something so familiar about him, and it nagged at Joey like an itch. 


The hair, the eyes and the way he moved..he knew each feature like the back of his hand. 


It wasn't until he noticed the way Josh talked to the poor kid, touched him, laughed with him, that he realized. 
It was the exact way Josh had acted around Troy, before Joey had gently warned him off. 


He stared at them, shaking his head. He should have known Josh would eventually get what he wanted, no 


matter how. 
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"You saw it, didn't you?" 

Joey wrapped his huge arms around Troy's narrow shoulders, and nodded. 

"Poor kid doesn't know what he's in for." 

Troy shook his head, leaning it against Joey's broad chest. The thought of it still made him shudder. Josh had 
replaced Nick, but they needed a new bassist anyway. Now, in Josh's twisted mind, he'd replaced Troy as his 
object of obsession with this naive, thin boy. He could almost have been Troy's twin. 

"You know Josh always said that he'd have me, one way or another." 

Joey nodded again, and tightened his arms around Troy. 


eR 


